KhNVEZVOUS IN HELL

not capable of doing. Hullo, I'd forgotten the ashtray," he said, seeing
on the mantelpiece a little silver bowl that belonged to him.

He crossed the room and put the ashtray in his pocket.

" Simon!" he heard her scream behind him.

He turned round. She was standing, her eyes wide and staring; the
glass in her hand was empty.

Simon wondered where she had thrown the contents, under the bed
or in the flower-vase.

She let the glass fall to the carpet, seized Simon by the arm and
shook him. "I'm mad," she cried, "I've drunk it. I'm mad. I've drunk
it, I tell you! How many did you put in it?"

"Enough," said Simon.  "You can go and look at the tubes."

She ran to the bathroom and came back at once.

"Simon, quick, quick, a doctor. I'm mad! What have I done? You
must call Lartois or Morand at once. Morand's number is Carnot..."

Simon put his hand on the telephone-receiver and held it firmly
down.

"Simon, Simon!" she screamed. "You're not going to let me die. It
was to show you.33

"Well, go on showing me."

"But now I have shown you. I've shown you that I can do it. Simon,
I want to live, I want to live! All right, I'm a coward. All right, you'll
leave me. All right, you'll do what you like. But not this, not this! I'm
dying, don't you see?"

She thought that the appalling horror that made her blood run cold
was already the effect of the drug. She was gasping for breath.

"The telephone... the telephone ... the telephone," she muttered
over and over again.

Her hands clutched at Simon's against the telephone. For several
minutes, they struggled sordidly. She hurled herself on him, kicked his
shins, bit him.

"Help!"

Simon hit her on the mouth and she collapsed.

She tried to get up to run to the window or the door. Terror para-
lysed her legs. Dragging herself on her knees, she came back to the
telephone and began muttering again: "The telephone... the tele-
phone ... the telephone ..."

Then the poison really began to take effect and quieted her nerves.

Suddenly tottering, as if she had received a blow on the back of the
neck, she went over to the bed. She looked at Simon strangely.

"You did it... you did it..." she murmured.

She began muttering endlessly in a thick voice; there was fear in her
words, then the misfortunes of her life, then the anxieties of a first night,
then fear once more.

Her face had turned grey.
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